NICKEY: (laughing] He was reading the paper.

You should have seen him jump when I came in.

I gave him a good scolding. I smell something

burning.

SUSAN: Oh, dear! It must be the cookies I just

made for supper.

(Susan runs to the oven and takes out some
badly burned cookies. She is ready to cry.)
NICKEY: Never mind, Susan. I'll go to the store
and buy some crackers for supper.

